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News
FIRST GAME, FIRST WIN
“The AU Cardinals, like true representatives of
AU, gave their blood, sweat and tears to achieve
success.”
P. 3

Ideas
CHRISTIANS AND ART
“Rather then being an ephemeral pleasure, the
continued ordering of the world of thoughts,
feelings, and ideas through the creation of art is a
God-given responsibility.”
P. 5

Humans
NEW SEMESTER NEW ME?
“I want to make sure to get enough vitamin D
because as we all know the sun is non-existent
second semester.”
P. 8

Pulse
NEW YEAR’S RESOLUTIONS
“...publicizing your intentions induces people into
a ‘premature sense of completeness’ that extinguishes the longevity of your goals.”
P. 7

A&E
THE WEIRDNESS OF BELONGING
“Social media really has a way of bypassing
surface level assumptions to make a bunch of
random strangers feel like they are all in on this
huge inside joke.”
P. 11

The
last word
LEARNING TO FAIL
“I couldn’t even put gas in a lawnmower—how
was I ever going to be an actual, functioning
adult when I graduated in a year?”
P. 12
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Cardinals Douse Golden Flashes in New Semester
Adriana Santana and
Kara Herrera |
On Saturday, Jan. 12,
the Andrews Cardinals
Basketball team played
the first Men’s basketball game of the season
against Kent State University. The new semester was christened with a
victory for the Cardinals
as they brought in a resounding victory; a great
way to commemorate the
new semester of Andrews
University. During the
game, some irregularities plagued the Cardinals. Regular starter Josh
Fitzpatrick (senior, marketing) was injured, so
player Nathaniel Tchamba (senior, psychology)
had to step into his place.
Despite this divergence
from the normal lineup,
the AU Cardinals kept up
their spirits and their efforts and in spite of tieing
with the opposing team
three times, remained in
the lead throughout the
majority of the game. In
addition to the tension of
tieing thrice, some players managed to take the
spotlight, as player Jeremiah Irby (senior, wellness) crowned the game
with three dunks. Additionally, player Denzel Daniel (senior, social

studies for secondary education) made the most
points in the entire game,
scoring 21 points. Behind
him in second place, Josiah Charles scored 14
points for himself. The
effort and hard work of
the Cardinals in trying to
score points did not go to
waste and AU got to celebrate the first weekend of
the semester with a victory score of 69-57. The
well-earned win was a
fitting way to welcome in
the new year and new semester on the campus of
Andrews University. In
response to the victory,
Adriana Santana (junior,
speech language pathology and audiology) says
“It was an exciting first
game of the semester! I
had a great time watching, and I’m excited to see
the Cardinals do well.” To
others like Adriana, the
first game brought in an
exciting experience, one
that was well-deserved.
The AU Cardinals, like
true representatives of
AU, gave their blood
sweat and tears to achieve
success.
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A Passionate Opening to the New Semester
Kara Herrera |
On Thursday, Jan. 10,
Soong Chan-Rah spoke
for the first chapel of the
new school semester. A
precursor to the upcoming Martin Luther King
Jr. Day, he spoke mainly
about the state of America’s relationship with
immigrants and the people wanting to come to
America. At the time of
this writing, the government shutdown is still in
place. And right now dis-

cussion about the wall
and its purposes, merits and demerits are topics discussed by many. It
is into this climate that
the chapel speaker spoke
about the statistics of how
America’s initial population of children born
to immigrant mothers
is growing and growing
over the decades. Soon,
according to Dr. Rah,
these children will eventually grow to make about
50% of the population

of America, making the
population 50% of immigrant origin. In addition to his stats about the
current population, he argued that nowadays, what
we need are the stories of
those we frequently do
not hear from. The widows, the women and the
children. The speaker frequently cited the prophet
Jeremiah, as he has been
credited to have given the voice of his writing over to said women,

widows, and children of
his day and age and had
let their voices be heard
in the Christian Bible.
This, Dr.-Rah argued, is
what we need today. Instead of focusing, as he
said, on the young youth
pastor’s story, we instead
should focus on the stories of those who often
do not have a voice. With
his talk of an America
not completely of white
Anglo-Saxon descent and
his emphasis on how oth-

er people’s stories must
be heard, Dr. Rah opened
up the new semester with
passion, setting the tone
for the first week of the
2019 school year.

“Instead of focusing, as he said, on the young youth pastor’s story, we
instead should focus on the stories of those who often do not have a
voice.”
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Death of Michelle (Adame) Rodriguez
University Communications and Student Movement |
Michelle Adame Rodriguez, 29, died unexpectedly with complications
from pneumonia, on Jan.
2, 2019, in Chiapas, Mexico, where she had been
visiting family during
Christmas break.
Rodriguez graduated
from Andrews University
in 2013 with a Bachelor of
Arts in English, with an
emphasis in teaching secondary education English
literature and ESL.
After graduating from
Andrews,
Rodriguez
worked three years as an
elementary school teacher at the Holbrook In-
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dian School in Arizona.
She then transitioned to
teaching secondary English at Jefferson Christian
Academy in East Texas,
where she met Nestor Rodriguez, her future husband.
The Adame family has
significant roots within
the Andrews community. Michelle’s mother,
Diana, recently accepted
the position of assistant
custodian supervisor at
University Towers, and
previously worked for
Dining Services. Brother Chris Adame is currently an MDiv student,
having graduated with a
BA in religion in August
2015. Twin sister Giselle

graduated in August 2012
with a BS in behavioral
sciences and MSA in organizational management
in December 2016. Siblings Lilly and John also
attended Andrews.
The Berrien Springs
Spanish
Adventist
Church held a well-attended memorial service
for Rodriguez on January
9. She was warmly remembered at the service
for a continual heart of
service to others, and for
being a blessing to many.

About Me
Kara Herrera |
Hello everyone! I’m Kara, and I’m happy to be your News editor this year. I am currently a junior majoring in biotechnology and English.
Thus, my life is composed mainly of frantic trips through the cold from the Science Complex to Nethery and Buller. When it’s the off season
for school, I migrate back to my parents’ house in Loma Linda where I then go into hibernation. During the active school season, my hobbies
sometimes take a backseat, but when I get a spare minute, TV, books and games take up the rest of my time. This semester’s new layout for
the Student Movement has really excited me and I’m glad to be a part of the newspaper team!

Upcoming events
Tea Time at James White Library
2:00-4:00 p.m.
Diversity, Language and Identity
5:00-7:00 p.m.
Depression and Anxiety
9:30-10:00 p.m.

Happy Sabbath!

jan.18

Jan.17

jan.20

jan.19

Have a good weekend!

AU Cardinals v. Silver Lake College
5:30-6:45 p.m.
7:30-8:30 p.m.

Martin Luther King Jr. Day
No school

jan.22

jan.21

Sunday Music Series: Contemporary
Composers of AU
HPAC
4:00-6:00 p.m.

jan.23

Martin Luther King’s Day Celebration
James White Library
8:00 a.m. - 10:00 p.m.
(All week)

Ideas

T H E ST U DE N T MOV EM E N T

4

About Me
Frentzen Pakpahan |
Hello! As the editor of the Ideas section, I help curate commentary and opinions on everything from AU to the church to global news.
Contrary to popular belief you do not have to be an English major to do this job—I myself am a theology pre-med major! I fell in love with
writing back in junior year of high school and have been working for the Student Movement since my freshman year here at Andrews. Lastly, and shamelessly, the Patriots will defeat the Kansas City Chiefs this Sunday at 6:20 p.m. Don’t worry—I’m from New England.
Stamped and approved by Teddy Kim, Juliana Smith and Adriana Santana, responsible Patriot fanatics.

“So Sad”: Trump’s Presidential Address
Daniel Self |
Entering the fourth week
of a partially shut down
government,
President
Donald Trump’s speech
to the nation last Tuesday,
Jan. 8, reaffirms his earliest campaign positions—
in particular, his undying
desire for a border wall
between the United States
and Mexico. In analyzing his most recent national speech, Trump (or
his teleprompter) seemed
slightly more nuanced in
how he portrayed his tired
racial politics. He suggested that a border wall
served for the economic
benefit of African-Americans and Hispanic-Americans—a weak attempt to
cater to those demographics which typically do not
poll in his favor.1
Immediately afterwards, Trump created a
lawful/illegal immigrant
binary, with the lawful
immigrant
“enriching
our society” but the undocumented immigrant
“strain[ing]”
resources
and “drive[ing] down” the
American economy. President Trump furthered
this by stating that “thousands” of American citizens “have been brutally
killed” because of illegal
immigrants. Beyond the
vague statistics referenced
in the statement, Trump’s
deployment of the word
“brutally” evokes feelings of intentional violence and hatred toward
the
listener—presumably an American citizen.
Trump never actually
specifies the region from
where these undocumented immigrants, though
the viewer likely assumes
Central and South America from context. Yet, this

seems to work directly towards his project, creating a monolithic “Other”
of darker-skinned migrants who must be feared
and defended against.
Though I remain tentative of awarding praise to
President Trump, a brief
portion of his commentary on the state of immigration seemed, at least
superficially, interested
in their humanity. Particularly, he promised more
immigration judges and
bedspace for migrants
who are able to immigrate lawfully. Furthermore, Trump stated that
his plan includes medical support to the southern border and a request
to Congress to return separated children to their
families. Hopefully, this
will both lead to faster
processing times and potentially less migrating
families feeling forced
into attempting to enter
without documentation.
While this may prove too

optimistic of a hope, this
particular course of action
from the President sounds
positive. Yet, Trump returned to his most notorious campaign promise,
a wall across the southern border. Trump made
the claim that the government’s closure solely exists because Democratic
leaders will not fund his
wall, reaffirming that he
will not sign any documentation without said
border security funding.
The Speaker of the House
Paul Ryan made a similar
warning last December.
To suggest that President
Trump may have a future
in philosophy would be
ludicrous after this presidency; yet, I was amused
to watch his ponderings
on morality and walls. He
argued that “wealthy politicians” construct barriers around their homes
not because they “hate the
people on the outside, but
because they love the people on the inside”. Imme-
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diately, this claim, that he
does not harbor hatred toward undocumented migrants, lacks credibility
because of the patterned
speech and language that
he uses to describe them.
This presidential address alone held several
instances where he categorically labels migrants
from Central America as
“drug smugglers,” “child
traffickers,” and the aforementioned violent and
“brutal” murderers. Likewise, Trump equates the
private property of these
hypothetical politicians to
the public—yet “boundaried”—land of a nation.
Whereas the former holds
property rights—and thus
the ability for potentially
unjustified actions on said
holdings—actions done
upon public land must be
deliberated through political consideration. In this
way, whereas the politician as a private citizen
may erect a wall for the
sake of protection, aes-

thetics, privacy or simply because he wills it,
as is his right, Trump’s
border wall must have an
expressed purpose that is
acceptable to the public’s
representatives or Congress. In this way, I found
this comparison to be
quite weak and designed
to prey upon the mildlyenthused listener.
Trump’s final minutes
of his address remained
largely uneventful, taking several minutes to describe a handful of cases
where undocumented immigrants harmed or murdered American citizens.
While undoubtedly heartwrenching, one must not
forget that this method
could have been replayed
with any two subgroups
of people. However, his
intent to reaffirm the
American belief that undocumented migrants are
inherently more violent
and should be feared must
not be missed.
CNN’s Exit Poll for the 2016
Presidential election found that
9/10 of African-Americans
and ⅔ of Hispanic-Americans
voted against Trump. These
strongly negative polling numbers have not significantly risen over the last two years of
Trump’s term in office.
1
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to understand as the “still
small voice” of 1 Kings
19. One verse in particular has spoken to me in
the last few years—Isaiah
30:21 says, “Whether you
turn to the right or to the
left, your ears will hear a
voice behind you, saying,
‘This is the way; walk in
it.’” What is interesting
about this verse is that it
is not saying we will be
told whether we are to go
right or left. Thus, maybe
there isn’t always a correct way to go—that if we
make the wrong decision
we don’t miss God’s will
for our lives forever. Perhaps it is actually up to
us to choose whether we
are to go to the right or to
the left. If this is the case,
then this promise is not
that God will tell us specifically what to do; rather, we must choose which
path we will take, whether it be left or right. Then,
when we have made our
decision, God will guide

us and bless on that path.
Understanding this
verse in this way has
been of great comfort to
me during times of angst
over difficult decisions,
particularly in the times
when it seems that God is
not giving me an answer
about what I should do.
It reminds me that there
isn’t necessarily one option God has planned for
us, and that somehow,
we are supposed to find
and follow it. Rather, we
have the freedom to make
choices in our lives, and
once we have made a
choice, God walk the path
behind us, guiding us and
blessing us. Sometimes,
God’s voice is as simple
as, “Child, make a decision, and I’ll be with you
no matter what.”

An Answer From Silence
Caitlin Jankiewicz |
As often happens in life,
I was recently faced with
a difficult decision. A few
days before Christmas,
I found out that my family will be moving back to
Australia, our home country. I was now faced with
the decision of whether
to stay at Andrews or to
return with them. Immediately, I began wondering what God’s will was,
and how I could discern
what it was that he wanted
me to do. Trying to hear
God’s voice has been a
challenge for me throughout my life.
In fifth grade I had a
teacher, who, though he
had the best of intentions,
expected a spiritual maturity from his students
that most 11-year-olds are
incapable of. We would
often go and sit outside
for hours at a time with
a notebook to “listen
to God.” For one of my
friends in particular, this

was an exhilarating experience, and she would often report how God had
spoken to her, even sharing actual conversations
she believed she had had
with him. I longed to be
able to share this experience, but despite waiting
and straining and pleading to hear His voice, I
was always disappointed
to find myself alone with
just my own thoughts.
I began to believe that I
was incapable of hearing
God’s voice, and thus began to doubt my own spirituality. Over the years, I
continued to try to “hear”
God. I began a prayer
journal,
writing
my
thoughts to God and writing down whatever came
to me as “his answer.” I
quickly realized that the
“voice” I ascribed to God
was definitely not His, as
it did not match the character of God I knew from
the Bible. After this, I
gave up trying to “hear”

God’s voice in my head,
accepting that I just could
not communicate with
God. Thankfully (though
I didn’t think so at the
time), high school brought
a fair amount of growing
pains and I found myself
turning again to God, despite my frustrations with
our communication, to
get through the ups and
downs of heartbreaks,
broken friendships and
hard classes. It was during this time that slowly I
began to really listen.
I stopped expecting to
hear explicit directives
from God, and as I did,
I realized what I’d been
missing to that point. I
started paying attention
to the feelings of unsettledness or peace about
choices and events. As I
assumed responsibility
for an autonomous relationship with God, I slowly began to integrate Bible
verses into my thinking.
This is what I have come

“Maybe there isn’t always a correct way to go—if we make the wrong
decision we don’t miss God’s will for our lives forever.”

Music: Meaningful or Meaningless
Kelli Miller |
Frequently, I think that
playing music (currently
my favorite form of art)
is only meant to be done
if there is time to spare.
I’m afraid I may have held
some of Plato’s perceptions that music indulges
top deeply in unrealistic feelings and therefore
is not a practical way to
spend one’s time. I spend
the time anyways, feeling
a certain measure of guilt
along the way. It is often
at the end of my to do list
because it is the last thing
I think I should do. All
other responsibilities—
some real, some falsely
perceived—come first.
This underlying perception of where music lies
in the hierarchy of importance is why I enjoyed so

much the fresh perspective brought by the article
I recently read in my English class.
In the first chapter of
Nicholas Wolterstorff’s
Art in Action, entitled
“The Artist as Responsible Servant,” he discusses
the importance of a responsible artist to use his/
her art in a way that uplifts
and brings the receiver to
a more hopeful place. In
his view the thing that differentiates humans from
other animals is our responsibility to God—specifically, responsibility to
create order in the world
he has given us. “The artist, when he brings forth
order for human benefit
or divine honor, shares
in man’s vocation to master and subdue the earth”

(77). I had never thought
before of art as a way of
ordering the world, but
now I see why that makes
sense. Art orders the
things we cannot see, our
thoughts, emotions and
intangible ideas. Rather
then being an ephemeral
pleasure, the continued
ordering of the world of
thoughts, feelings and
ideas through the creation
of art, is a God given responsibility.
Speaking to the danger of wallowing too
deeply in unhelpful emotion with no compass to
get out, I think a good
piece of music will hold a
balance between authentic emotion mixed with
the compass of thoughtful
truth. As we look at the
Psalms, ancient Hebrew

religious songs, we see
no lack of genuine human
emotion, even when it is
dark and irrational. However, what is also added is
the truth of God’s stability
and unfailing love as antidote to the great pains that
life can bring. Art allows
for honest expression of
feeling, whatever that
may be, and then guides
the individual step by step
to a different perspective,
a better way of viewing
their problems.
I think music can
serve as a form of cognitive behavioral therapy.
It forces us to look at our
suppressed thoughts (because what is art if not authentic?), and as we really
see our thoughts for what
they are, we begin to realize how irrational they

can be. This simple realization begins the healing and restructuring.
Intentional music, with
both emotional honesty
and practical truth, promotes self awareness and
emotional growth. Music takes us to the places
within ourselves that we
would not choose to go
to on our own, and brings
us back with less fear of
the unknown. Now, rather
than feeling guilty, I will
prioritize time for music
realizing that it is a valuable tool to order my subconscious chaos.

ISSUE 13

5

Pulse

T H E ST U DE N T MOV EM E N T

6

Senior Year: Flashback Through Four Years
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Vanessa Angel |
Senior year unifies the
exciting, challenging, invigorating and emotional
embodiment of a student’s
presence in school. To a
high school student, senior year means finalizing a college decision,
filling out FAFSA, buying dorm supplies and answering the most asked
question, “What are you
going to study?” To a college student, senior year
means finalizing college
classes, filling out an exit
survey, buying apartment
or house supplies and answering the most asked
question, “What are you
going to do after graduation?” I asked three college seniors about their
experience as an undergrad living on campus as
well as questions about
their plans for the future.
How do you feel now
that it’s your last semester before graduating?
Ingrid Radulescu’s (English literature, minor in
political science, pre-law)
response stated nothing far from the truth:
“Coming back after winter break, I confronted
many overwhelming and
conflicting
emotions.
Part of me is ready to finally leave undergrad and
spread my wings into the

world of graduate studies
and adult life, but part of
me doesn’t want to graduate and leave my Honors
garden and home here at
Andrews University.”
Similarly, Lady Sinuhaji
(medical laboratory science), stated when asked
about her feeling for this
last semester, “It’s really
bittersweet. While the reality of becoming an adult
is really scary, it’s also exciting to finally be done
with my undergrad career
and enter the real working
world.”
Lastly, Trey Lawson (biology, pre-medicine) answered, “I’m excited
about graduating, but I’m
kind of nervous about my
future.”
energy in the years after graduation. I’ve done
Do you have any aspi- some research on the carations or plans after reer and it just seems like
graduation?
the next logical step for
Radulescu: “Next year I me to take as a medical
will be taking a gap year laboratory scientist.”
in order to apply to law Lawson: “I plan on enrollschool and I hope to find a ing in medical school afjob during this time.”
ter I graduate.”
Sinuhaji: “I’m planning
on working for a year or Do you have any tips for
two before applying to students who are gradugraduate school. I recent- ating next year?
ly found out that Loma Radulescu: “I wasn’t acLinda University has a tually planning to gradnewly accredited Pathol- uate this coming May,
ogy Assistant program, but my plans changed. I
so meeting those require- would urge those who are
ments will be where I’ll preparing for their last
be focusing most of my year of college to be flex-

ible and open-minded at
what potential plans God
has in store for you. With
that being said, I would
also urge those planning
to graduate next year to
plan ahead.”
Lawson: “Senior year
should be more relaxing
because you deserve it after all your previous hard
work. Take classes you’re
interested in even if
they’re not a part of your
major and get involved in
activities on campus.”
Sinuhaji: “My best advice
would be to take things
seriously, but also to relax. The rush that happens during senior year

comes quickly, and soon
you’ll be flooded with
graduation applications,
resumes, letters of recommendations and trying to
make some final memories with your group of
friends. Take your time
getting to your senior
year because it’ll be over
before you know it.”
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About Me
Apryl Briley |
Hey! I’m Apryl from Detroit, Michigan. I’m a junior here at Andrews studying elementary education with an emphasis in language arts.
I love coffee, drag racing and everything essential oils. I also have a small photography business that I am slowly building called Confident You Photography. Last year my amazing roommate Kait introduced me to the Student Movement, asking me if I’d be interested in
joining the team. Since then, I have had so much fun working as an editor and can’t wait to see what this semester holds for the newspaper.

Back to the Grind
Dani Maletin |
Spring semester has just
barely begun, and I am
already drained. I’m sure
many of you feel the same,
counting down how many
days until spring break
or summer break. However, until we get there,
we have to find a way to
make it through this semester. Getting back into
routine after a three-week
hiatus is no easy feat!
You had a different sleep
schedule, home cooking,
you didn’t have to sit in
classes for hours on end
and you probably didn’t
work out as much as you
meant to. However, it is a
new year and you got this!
Here are some tips on how
to get back into the grind
of college and succeed as
this semester progresses.
1. Talk to your academic advisor–many of
you are already signed up
for classes, but have you
thought about whether
this is the best schedule
for you? Don’t overburden

PHOTO BY HTEEMU DEE

yourself, but also don’t
make your schedule too
easy. I find that, when
you keep an average of 15
credits each semester, it
tends to increase overall
productivity and allows
you to be more engaged.
2. Limit your work
hours–practically everyone on campus has a job
for the reason of paying
off school tuition. Work-

ing while being in school
is inevitable, but still can
be done without overwhelming yourself. Try
limiting your work hours,
if you can, for the first
couple weeks. See how
your schedule fits together
and then, if possible, add
some more.
3. Make food, sleep and
exercise a priority–we
tend to forget to schedule

times for the things that
help make our body run
more efficiently, so find
ways to make it a part of
your routine.
4. Get ahead in your
school work–I know that
I sound ridiculous to every procrastinator out
there, but I’m serious. Allowing these first weeks
to jumpstart your homework could allow you to

be constantly ahead rather
than behind as the semester progresses. That, or it
could give you a cushion
for sick days or moments
when you can’t seem to
function. Use these slower first weeks to build academic momentum.
5. Remember to relax–
no success can come without adversity, but we can
do our best to not stress
about that upcoming adversity. Find ways to help
you relax, whether it be
listening to music, painting, reading or enjoying
nature. The more relaxed
we are, the more able we
are to take on each new
day.
Getting back to the
grind of this new semester might seem overwhelming or arduous, but
believe in yourself and
trust that God will help
you every step of the way.
You’ve got this!

Keeping Your Resolution

Jared Marsh |
Although the twelfth
stroke on Dec. 31 means
no more than the twelfth
stroke of any other night,
many see it as a time to
reset themselves. We return to school with new

PHOTO BY AUTUMN MEIS

classes, new professors
and perhaps new roommates or friends. Why not
attempt to remake yourself? But perhaps even
more ubiquitous than setting a New Year’s Resolution to begin with is the

all-too-common
cloud
of self-doubt that many
have in themselves or others about their ability to
stay true to the course of
their new endeavors. According to a British study
done in 2017, 22% of participants who made resolutions had already failed
to keep them by January
6, and by the end of 2017,
only 27% of those surveyed reported that they
had kept their resolutions
made in January. If you
find yourself wanting to
make a change for 2019,
here’s what the experts
have to offer on how to
make that resolution stick.
Psychologist Chanelle
Sowden has identified a
concept entitled the “pleasure principle” which
involves associating positive feelings with your
new modified behavior,

and associated negative
feelings with your old behavior. Perhaps if your
New Year’s Resolution is
to eat healthier, try listening to your favorite song
or watching your favorite
Netflix series while you
eat your salad, and focus
on how sluggish you feel
after eating a candy bar.
If you can trick your brain
into finding pleasure from
new tasks, it is more likely they will become habitual.
Although it may seem
counterintuitive to what
we have heard before,
psychologist Peter Gollwitzer advises not telling
hordes of people about
your new endeavor. He
suggests that publicizing
your intentions induces
people into a “premature
sense of completeness”
that extinguishes the lon-

gevity of your goals. To
bypass this, simply tell
fewer people or report
your resolutions to people
with a non-satisfactory
twist: “If I really want to
get a six pack, I’m really
going to have to train hard
and lay off the donuts”.
Lastly, always remember that one slip-up does
not mean defeat. Setting
new habits germinates
over a long period of time,
but if you consistently water your seedling, it will
eventually grow into a
strong tree of accomplishment.
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New Semester Goals

Kim Cardenas,
freshman,
political science:
This semester has already been a blessing. One of my most
prioritized goals is to
set a better sleeping
schedule. I also want to
make sure that I stay on
top of my schoolwork
throughout the semester instead of losing focus midway through. I
want to make sure to
get enough vitamin D
because as we all know
the sun is non-existent
second semester. My
last major goal is to
make sure that all my
friends feel loved and
supported.

JD Cherry,
sophomore,
architecture:
I want to be a better
Christian throughout
this semester and my
life, because in placing
God first everything
else will fall in place.
I want to stay on top of
my school work and not
allow myself to fall behind. My business partner (Shane Pierre) and I
to work hard in becoming the best business we
can be. Hit us @soulnsoles on the ’gram.
Lastly, I want to be the
best version of myself.

Diamond Russell,
junior,
speech pathology &
audiology:
My goal for this semester is to do well in all
my classes, stay positive and have better
time management.

Miracle Richardson,
senior,
biology pre-medicine:
My goal for this semester is to further build
my relationship with
God. I want my faith to
be strengthened before
I graduate from Andrews.

Marlon Perkins,
senior,
architecture:
I am trying to go to bed
at a decent hour so I can
get a good amount of
sleep each night. I also
plan on staying consistent with the readings
I have for each of my
classes. Additionally,
I plan on developing a
solid daily schedule and
sticking to it to maximize my productivity.

Talia Posada,
sophomore,
nursing:
A major goal I have
this semester is to have
a consistent amount
of concentration until finals. There always
comes a point midway
through the semester
where I slack off a bit
and this year I hope I
am able to break that
pattern.

“I also, through God, want to
have more authority over my own
life and not let anyone determine
what is right for me.”

Elijah Chokka,
junior,
speech pathology &
audiology:
I want to have a good
semester academically
and also become more
spiritual.

Gabi Francisco,
freshman,
medical
laboratory
science:
Putting God first every second, every
minute, every hour,
of every day and asking his guidance in all
my decisions is really
important for me this
year. I also, through
God, want to have more
authority over my own
life and not let anyone
determine what is right
for me. I also want to
take my academic life
to a new level and really act the part. I don’t
want to be mediocre
anymore and be satisfied with just getting
by instead of really getting the most out of it.
Even though these are
goals for this year, my
last goal is to make the
preceding goals last as
long as possible.
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New Year, New Me
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Brandon Shin |
I believe that there are three main types of
people when it comes to the Western New
Year’s traditions. First, there is “Bubbles.”
This person is beyond excited for a fresh
start and the chance to improve themself–
they have a seemingly infinite list of New
Year’s resolutions. They want to go running
more, hang out with friends more, watch
less TV, make more time for God—the
aspirations never end. Next, there is “Buttercup.” This person is pretty cynical, and
essentially throws off the entire concept of
“New Year, New Me.” They have zero resolutions and are quite open about it, talking
about how the system of New Years is arbitrary, and how people just need something
to hang on to, fleeting as it may be. Finally,
we have “Blossom.” This person isn’t too
emotional one way or the other, so they treat
New Years like any other day. They may
make resolutions, but they’ll be small and
personal.
Regardless of which type you are, I be-

lieve that the sentiment of the season, with
its calls to appreciate those around you and
look forward to a new beginning, is beautiful. Many cultures celebrate another year of
life, showing gratitude for family, friends
and hope for what the future holds. I remember playing yut in my grandparents’ house,
eating ddukgook, a traditional Korean rice
cake soup, and performing sebeh, a tradition where the children show respect to their
elder family members by ceremoniously
bowing to them. I even recall discussing my
New Year’s Resolutions with my family the ways in which I wanted to better myself;
however, I am a strong proponent of the idea
that New Year’s Resolutions are a sham,
set up for failure. It is absurd to think that
the only possible time to change ourselves
is at the start of a new calendar year. It is
even more ridiculous that the resolutions we
make are so grandiose, as though we’re trying to pack every change we wish we made
throughout the year into one moment.
This is not to say that we shouldn’t seek

to improve ourselves–rather, I believe that
every day provides the chance to be better.
Each sunrise represents a fresh start and the
opportunity to reflect on yesterday. In fact,
we already do that now - we just do it with
negative things. For example, each evening
we might think about the homework we’ve
accumulated over the past couple days, reflecting and stressing over how we can complete all of our tasks. Or, we keep thinking
about that one awkward statement we made
to someone and how we hope we never
make that mistake again. The trick lies in
applying that mentality to the positive things
too.
Later this year, many people will fail to
keep their New Years’ resolution down to
the wire. Whether you’re a Bubbles, Buttercup, or Blossom, you will reach a point
in time where you forget about your initial
passion and become overwhelmed by the
day-to-day dreariness of an entire year. It’s
admirable, it’s hopeful, and it’s beautiful to
try and keep your commitments, but it’s unrealistic to expect perfection. When failure
occurs along the way, don’t stop and give up.
Use that moment to refocus on the bigger
picture and where you want to go. Adjust
your goals and keep your chin up. You’ve
spent the last however-many years of your
life shaping who you are today, so cut yourself a little slack in shaping you want to be
tomorrow.

“This is not to say that we shouldn’t seek to improve ourselves—rather, I
believe that every day provides the chance to be better.”

About Me
Adriana Santana |
Hello, my name is Adriana Santana. I am a junior
majoring in speech pathology and audiology. I was
born and raised in Lawrence, Massachusetts. Outside
of being a section editor for the paper, I am vice president of Adelante (the Hispanic club on campus) and
an alto section leader for Deliverance Mass Choir.
Since this is my third year working for the paper, my
goal is to try to include as many different stories,
experiences and perspectives of students on this campus as possible. So if you feel like you have a story to
share or know someone who would be great to interview, please email me at adrianas@andrews.edu.
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About Me
Megan Jacobs |
Whaddup, I’m Megan, I’m 20 and I never learned how to read. I love quoting vines, as you can tell, and if you didn’t recognize what
vine I just referenced, then that makes me extremely sad. When I’m not watching vine compilations, I’m watching movies and when I’m
not watching movies, I’m watching TV shows, and when I’m not doing any of those things, I’m in class. I’m your friend if you ever need a
movie marathon buddy or someone to text at 3 AM because sleep?—I don’t know her. I’m always looking for writers for my section; if art
and writing are your thing, email me at jacobsm@andrews.edu.

The Dark Matter Experience
Megan Jacobs |
On Saturday, January 12,
I ran as fast as I dared
(because, you know, ice)
into the South Bend Civic
Theater to escape the unforgiving cold. I was here
for the Dark Matter Experience, a show presented
by Rufaro Musvosvi (Andrews alumni ‘16) and
Boldstroke Films, a production company created
and run by Katrinna Simbaku (Andrews alumni
‘16) and Jeriah Richardson (senior, documentary
film). After purchasing
my ticket, I followed the
small crowd into a dark
room that looked like it
seated about eighty people. There were rows of
chairs surrounding three
sides of an open space,
with rose petals and
streams of fabric scattered on the floor. Against
the wall was a big screen.
As I filed into a row, the
crackling of the overhead
speakers was interrupted
by an audio recording of
a woman: “Hi. My name
is Memory. Please find
your seats…” It felt like I
was coming into a show
at Disney World with the
required safety instructions being played on
loop. I had no idea what
I was getting into. Was
this a movie screening?
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A performing arts show?
I was excited to find out.
The few lights that were
on dimmed, and a hush
went over the audience as six black women dressed in white and
glittery makeup stepped
out onto the floor. Strictly acapella, the singers’
voices wrapped around
each other, declaring
“now the time has come
to settle down to build
and plan our lives to be as
one.” With their last note,
the group left the floor,
leaving the audience
in silence. Do we clap?
Snap? Following everyone around me, I stayed
quiet, and Musvosvi entered the stage, barefoot,

in a simple black dress,
and a small notebook in
her hand. Thus, she began her first poem, “Loverhood.”
The night went on, a
weaving flow of poems,
songs, and experimental videos capturing the
highs and lows and everything in between of
love. I could feel the
heartbreak in each harsh
word, the sorrow in each
longing note, the jarred
beginnings of falling out
of love in the shaky camera movements. With
a shot of Earth from a
spacecraft, I listened to
a phone conversation between Musvosvi and a
man. “Do you believe

in love?” he asked. “Not
when it’s too bright out,”
she responded. And with
that, the Dark Matter Experience faded to black,
and the cast and crew
were greeted with standing ovations.
Musvosvi held a Q&A
session directly after her
show for any questions
the audience had for any
of the artists. She didn’t
need to wait for someone to make the first step.
Immediately, hands were
raised, eager to know the
deeper meaning behind
the art. Musvosvi gladly
explained that with The
Dark Matter Experience,
she wanted to embody
the idea of dark matter

within the scientific community, which is defined
by its inability to be defined, and the idea that
many experiences and
struggles we go through
are difficult to define.
As a dark-skinned black
woman, she also wanted
to give people something
that could show the perspective of one, directly from the source. The
singers voiced their enthusiasm for being a part
of an all-black, all-women choir; one stated, “this
space isn’t often given to
us.” Filmmaker Katrinna
Simbaku expressed her
excitement to have “been
given an opportunity to
be a part of something
bigger than ourselves.”
The Dark Matter experience was something
Musvosvi wanted to give
to people that would be
universal. Something that
everyone would be able
to take away at least one
thing relevant to them.
With such clear passion
that she put into it, along
with the dedicated support of her peers, I’d say
she more than succeeded-- she thrived.

“I could feel the heartbreak in each harsh word, the sorrow in each
longing note, the jarred beginnings of falling out of love in the shaky
camera movements.”
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Barren Berrien
Ingrid Radulescu |
Let’s be real. Winter in
Berrien can be pretty
barren. When the snow
starts to pile up outside your window it becomes difficult to leave
the cozy dorm. No more
beach trips to St. Joseph
or strolls around campus or hiking up Warren
Dunes. Thus, I’ve decided to accept the challenge
of recommending different activities you can do
during the winter season
in Southwest Michigan.
1. Brunch: Brunch is always a good idea, especially in the winter time.
It’s a pleasant indoor activity and there are many
fantastic brunch places in
the area like an AU alltime favorite The Mason
Jar Cafe in Benton Harbor or Uptown Kitchen
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in Mishawaka or Plank’s
Tavern in St. Joe. Nothing is better than a hot
cup of coffee and good
food with friends.
2. Movie night in Niles:
Yes, this is a pretty basic idea but newcomers
may not know that the
Wonderland movie the-

ater in Niles sells tickets for about four dollars.
Snacks are affordable as
well. That’s practically a
steal!
3. Shakespeare at the
DeBartolo.
As Andrews students, we have
the privilege of being so
close to a well known and

large university, Notre
Dame. Their performing
arts center often puts on
theater productions or invites other productions to
come perform. For example, next month Shakespeare’s King Lear will
be put on at the DeBartolo Center.

4. Magical Ice Festival: Every winter in February St. Joe holds an
ice festival featuring ice
sculptures and other fun
activities. It’s an enjoyable afternoon activity that can end with hot
chocolate from the Chocolate Café.
5. Ice Skating: For just
5 dollars you can go ice
skating at the John and
Dede Howard Ice Arena
located in St. Joseph.
6. Coffee Shops: There
are several great hidden
coffee shops in the area
such as the Phoenix in
Benton Harbor, Union
Coffee House in Buchanan or Cafe Tosi in St. Joseph. You can cozy up
with a book or catch up
with a friend.

The Weirdness of Belonging
Margaux Tan |
The week after any
break always feels like
the longest week of your
life, am I right? Wow.
So relatable. This shared
feeling we have has
probably already been
tweeted and might even
have more than 25 thousand likes and 11 thousand retweets. That’s the
weird thing about Twitter. You find yourself
relating to more people than the population
(9,193 according to the
2010 census) of Oronoko
Township in Michigan,
which includes the village of Berrien Springs.
More importantly, you
feel like you belong to
something bigger, yet

somehow still intimate?
Isn’t that crazy? Social
media really has a way of
bypassing surface level
assumptions to make a
bunch of random strangers feel like they are all
in on this huge inside
joke.
My personal favorite
all-time laugh is anything that has to do with
Vine. I feel as though the
community that loved
Vine and still references
vine, despite its unfortunate fate that caused it
to be shut down in 2015,
is so tight-knit. I remember sitting in my drawing class and we were
about two months into
the school year. My professor saw my line work

and told me to start over.
Discouraged, but still
wanting to make light
of the situation, I said “I
have to restart my potatoes,” like I usually did.
My two friends in the
class who sat next to me
laughed a bit, like usual.
But my favorite encounters were the unusual ones. Those are the
times that I would make
a Vine reference and no
one would get the joke
except for the one person
in the group that I know
the least. It’s one of the
things that honestly, in
the moment, warm my
heart. Maybe it’s because it suddenly breaks
down this barrier of ‘first
glance’ impressions, if

you will. Regardless, the
interaction creates this
inside joke, a sense of
belonging between two
people who may not have
ever thought they could
be connected.
This thought really
brought a new light to
how we are here at Andrews. We pride ourselves in being this great,
beautifully diverse community. We dress differently, speak differently,
we all come from different backgrounds. While
that is truly a wonderful and hard-to-come
by characteristic of a
university, it’s also easy
to feel as though we have
nothing in common with
the person sitting right

Watch of the Week:
Spider-Man: Into the Spider-Verse
Catch this masterpiece while it’s still in theaters, and don’t write it out just because it’s an animated superhero movie. No, I’m not recommending this movie
because I’m a die-hard Spider-Man fan (okay, maybe a little), but because it’s got
real heart. With an Afro-Latino lead and the voices of icons like Nicolas Cage,
Mahershala Ali, Hailee Steinfeld and John Mulaney to back it up, this movie takes
something old and makes it stunningly fresh.

next to us.
However, I know that
is complete bogus considering people have
related to twenty-five
thousand other people on
a platform that bypasses
those surface level assumptions. If we just sit
down and have conversations that may feel
weird and uncomfortable at first, I guarantee
similarities will soon be
found. When you find
these types of similarities it allows for a place
of belonging to ultimately be found. After-all, a
place of belonging isn’t a
physical experience but
an emotional one.
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The Last Word

The Space Between Failures

Join the Movement

It was 8:00 a.m. on an
oppressively bright July
morning in Maryland,
and my dad’s lawn mower
would not start. The air,
muggy enough to steam
broccoli, was utterly still,
heavy with a promise
of coming storms, and I
wanted to be literally anywhere else. I looked at the
wilted grass distastefully.
That grass was the cause
of all my problems. Meanwhile, the lawnmower sat
there, unmoving, its starter cord taunting me.
Look, I am admittedly not the best with machines: my mechanical
engineer of a brother stole
all of my parents’ logical, gear-minded genes
long before I was born.
Besides, my dad showed
me how to work the lawnmower all of once before
he left for two weeks, and
I’m sorry, but I do not have
enough baseline knowledge of, well, anything
related to lawn mowers
to fully understand after one tutorial. With that
said, I am also an adult,
3/4 of the way through
two separate degrees, and
I should be able to mow a
lawn, dang it! I pulled the
starter again and again,
and it just kind of sputtered, like some kind of
dying farm animal, or my
phone after I dropped it
in a lake two years ago
(again: not the best with
machines). Finally, arm
aching, I sighed and mentally retraced my actions.
I put gas in the lawn mower gas tank and then—oh.
I didn’t put gas in the gas
tank, did I? I put it in the
oil tank.
I could feel the world
shift under my feet as the
magnitude of my stupidity fully dawned on me.
Clearly, I had broken the
lawnmower in ten thousand different ways,
which would force my
parents to buy a new one,
and force me to endure
the story at every family reunion for the next
fifty years—years that I
would no doubt spend as
a hopeless, jobless recluse
in my parents basement.
For pity’s sake, I couldn’t
even put gas in a lawnmower—how was I ever

going to be an actual,
functioning adult when
I graduated in a year?
The answer was simple:
I wouldn’t be. I would
be, instead, a stereotypical Gen-Z failure, living
with my parents until the
end of time because I was
too incompetent to mow
a lawn. This was my fate,
mapped out at the ripe old
age of 21, utterly certain
and unchangeable. Contemplating my kin, the
wilted grass in need of a
cut, I decided that I might
as well turn into broccoli
myself, because my life
was going nowhere but up
in steam.
***
Sometimes I think I live
my life in the spaces between embarrassing moments. You know those
nights where you’re minding your own business, casually trying to fall asleep
and get hit with the most
embarrassing memory of
the most embarrassing
thing any human being
has ever done ever? Like,
maybe you’ll be walking
to class and, for no good
reason, suddenly remember that one time you
tried to run your hands
through your crush’s hair
and almost stabbed his
eye out with your fingernail. Or you’ll be in the
middle of a conversation
with someone and recall
the six months you spent
telling the friend who sat
in front of you in class
the plot of the most recent
Doctor Who episode—a
friend who, by the way,
had never seen (or cared
to see) the show. I have
no poker face whatsoever,
so when I randomly remember these things, my
face screws up involuntarily and people immediately ask what on earth is
wrong with me, which is
in other words just more
fodder for vastly embarrassing memories.
But the issue, of course,
is that it’s not really about
embarrassment, or humiliation—it’s about failure. It’s about my failure
to impress my high school
crush or show consideration of a friend’s favorite
conversation topics and
yes, my failure to mow a

facebook.com/ausmnews
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lawn.
I’ve spent years of my
life in desperate fear of
failure. My nightmares
consist mostly of failing
tests and missing flights
and getting Ds on papers, and while I’m not
saying that most of it can
be traced back to the first
time I gave my parents a
report card with less than
all A’s, I’m not not saying
it either. Fear of failure
has been ingrained in me
since before I can remember, and it lends weird
weight to my embarrassing moments, making
me examine them obsessively, trying to tell myself that no one else on
the planet remembers except me. It doesn’t work,
of course: even if I manage to convince myself,
there are always newer incidents to latch on to, ones
that happened yesterday
or a week ago or a year,
something that someone
else is bound to remember
because it just happened
to them.
I am constantly trying
to come to grips with the
fact that no matter how
hard I try, no matter how
hard I work, I will fail—
my friends, my family,
myself. It’s inevitable.
There are bound to be
more moments where I realize that I’m not in control of my life, that I’m
just barely hanging on to
it, that the reins are slipping out of my fingers
and pretty soon I’ll be lying on the ground, face
pressed against wilted
grass, a joke. A failure.
***
I finally realized that
starting a mental boxing
match with myself was
getting me nowhere, so I
took a deep breath, tried
to start the mower one
last time and then pulled
out my phone and dialed
my brother—the mechanical engineer, the golden
boy, always on top of everything, with everything
under control. Trei was on
a work trip in Hawaii at
the time, and I hadn’t taken the time change into
account, but he picked up
anyway, voice fuzzy with
sleep and distance. I don’t
remember much of any-
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thing he said, but by the
time he was done talking I was brainstorming
solutions instead of bemoaning my failures, and
apologizing for waking
him up. He hung up and
went back to bed, and I
wheeled the mower back
into the garage. So the
lawn wouldn’t get mowed
today. That was all right;
I had other chores to do,
and I had other things
that gave me purpose and
fulfillment. I could be a
failure at mowing a lawn
without being a failure at
being a person.
Two weeks later, my
dad carefully drained out
the oil container, refilled
it with oil, and finally put
gas into the right tank. I
watched him mowing the
lawn that afternoon with
more than a little relief,
and gratitude.
Despite the heat and the
humidity, I thought that
even the grass seemed to
stand a little straighter.
***
Like it or not, you’re going to fail this year. Maybe not a class—but you’ll
fail something. A job, an
exam, a friend. Maybe all
three. Failure is inevitable. Failure will come. So
I hope that when it does,
the things you fail are fixable, as our lawnmower
was. I hope that you have
someone that you can talk
to about your mistakes, as
I did. And I hope that you
don’t dwell on it, but leave
it in the past, where it can
sit long enough to become
a silly anecdote at a party
when they ask what your
most embarrassing moment was. I hope that you
turn your mistakes into
laughter, that they bolster
your relationships instead
of tearing them down and
that you walk away from
them just a little bit stronger. Most of all, I hope
that when you think of
yourself, failure is only
one tiny, insignificant
word among all the many
others that make up who
you are.
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